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” MILES PRANCE., | 


His F AREWEL. 


To the Tune of, You Rebels of England, &c. 


I 
Ou Rebels of Erglard, 
That ſtudy'd a Pot; 
And made the Folk Swear to 't 
The Lord he knows what : 
Look to it, for Mzles who 
Was Sourlſe of the Evil, 
Is run with the Plot and 
Himſelf to the Devil. 


Il. 
Let Curtis and Janeway © 
'Tura up the Noſe, 
And Wolt-eaten Bexter 
With Lungs follow cloſe. 
The Pacquet from Rome too, 
Purſue in the Reer, © 
Elſe MZzles it is doubted 


Ne're more will appear. 


IH. 

Set, ſet up the Hallow! 

The Hue and the Cry, 
It Miles be abſconded 

Your ProjeGs muſt die. 
This is the laſt ſcent, 

(Follow cloſe on the Trot) 
You ever are likely 

To have of the Plot. 


IV. 
Strip the fierce Tarrier, 
The Fox in a Pound 
In ſome Siſters Haunches, 


'> Perhaps) has took ground! 


- Such Yerning o'th' Bowels 
The Saints carry ſtill, 
For Miles that did Murder 


Green, Berry, and Hill. 


y——— 


V. 
Where elſe can he hide hin, 
Though in the dark, 
On whom the juſt Fates 
Have (like Cain) ſet a mark ? 
No Land will prote& Him 
Who baſely does kill ; 
But M3les he has Murder d 
Green, Berry, and Fill. 


\ VL 
Should I fly into Flanders, 
To Spain, or to France. 
Oh! quoth the ſtern Monſteurs, 
This 15 our Friend Praxce. 


You've out-run the Conſtable, 


Do you hope till 
To eſcape for th' Murder 
Of Green, Berry, and Hill. 


VI. 

There 1s no canfiding 

[a 1r:ſþ or Scot, 
The Hogans will uſe me 
_ AsIdid thePlot, 
For who bids the molt, 

Send me back from the Zr, 
To attone for the death 

Of Green, Berry, and Hill. 


VIII. 
I've but one way left me, 
And that isthe laſt, 
Like Judas to Hang 
For my Treacheries paſt. 
And let em for th Murder, 
When I my (elf kill, 
Hang over again their 
Green, Berry, and Hill. 


This may be Pia } ” Als of 


ati —_ 


—— 
— 


he 
— 


Sold at the Entrance into the Old-Spring-Garder, 1686. 


